ACT III                  C^ESAR^SWIFE                          ^5

ANNE: Is anything the matter?

ARTHUR: Tell me about this American girl. She*s in love
with Ronny, isn't she?

ANNE: Yes, that's obvious,

ARTHUR: And he?

ANNE: He's been very unhappy, you know.

ARTHUR: {Almost savagely.} That is a calamity which I find
myself able to bear with patience,

ANNE: And now he's surprised and pleased. I've met her.
Poor dear, she did everything to make me like her,
because Ronny was my brother. She's awfully pretty.
He's not in love with her yet. But I think he may be*
He's on the brink and if there were nothing else he'd fall
over.

ARTHUR: That is what I suspected. You know, Anne, the
longer I live the more inexplicable I find human beings.
I always thought I was by way of being a fairly decent
fellow. I never knew what mean beastliness there was
inside me. It would be quite impossible for me to tell
you how I hate your brother. I've had to be jolly and
affable with him and, by George, I wanted to kill him.

ANNE: Why didn't you let him go?  Are you sure it was

necessary to give him that job?
ARTHUR: Already he's been invaluable.
ANNE: Then one can only hope for the best.

[There is a moment*spause. When ARTHUR speaks it is at
first rather to himself than to ANNE.

ARTHUR: No one knows what Fve gone through during the
last few months. I've been devoured with jealousy and I
knew it would be fatal if I showed Violet the least trace
of ill-temper. I kept on saying to myself that it wasn't
her fault if she was in love with Ronny. [Humorously.]
You can't think how devilish hard it is not to resent the
fact that somebody doesn't care for you.